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	1. Chapter 1

**Chapter 1**

**Date**: April 19th, 2517  
><strong>Time:<strong> 0900  
><strong>System:<strong> Procyon  
><strong>Planet:<strong> Arcadia  
><strong>Location:<strong> Serth, Lemuria

Dr. Halsey raised her sunglass clad eyes from the glowing blue data pad in her hands and observed the approaching man. The man strolled down the small dirt path, his shoes crunching against the small rocks that dotted its surface. He sank down into one of the chairs on Halsey's left and whipped out a small blue water bottle as the stench of sweat and BO threatened to overwhelm her.  
>"Thirsty already Lieutenant?" Halsey asked, arching one eyebrow and screwing up her nose "Perhaps I picked the wrong man."<br>"No ma'am," the man wheezed in reply, he took a large swig from his bottle before continuing "I just need a minute... Not used to the heat, that's all."  
>Halsey said nothing, but she knew exactly what he meant. Arcadia was a tropical planet and in the early morning in the middle of the jungle the heat was intense. Halsey herself was sweating madly, her face was red and her temples were streaked with sweat. But at least she wasn't suffering as bad as the Lieutenant.<br>The Lieutenants face had gone a bright red and beads of sweat were constantly forming on his face and rolling down his neck, only to be caught by the draft from his makeshift fan, a cardboard menu that he had scooped off of the low table in front of him.  
>"Right then, down to business," Halsey began, leaning forwards onto the metal table and relishing its cool touch "where's the subject?"<br>The Lieutenant sat up straight, his military discipline overriding his common sense for a moment. He instantly realised his mistake and quickly slouched in his chair, it wouldn't do to have the locals see a civilian acting like a soldier.  
>"Right over there ma'am," he replied, pointing with one hand and continuing to fan himself with the other "he's been there all morning."<br>Halsey followed the sweaty hand across the tropical clearing with her eyes and towards its target. The clearing itself was about twenty meters in diameter, with the majority of the settlement stretching off into the jungle behind Halsey and the Lieutenant.  
>Numerous ferns, grasses and other lush green plants threatened to invade the clearing, lurking just at its edges as though they were waiting. A small dirt path, the same one used by the Lieutenant, meandered through the left side of the clearing, looping around from the hidden village and connecting with the small cafe that Halsey was currently occupying.<br>On the far side of the clearing was the subject of the lieutenants point. It rose up in a sheer cliff which was pockmarked with holes, littered with boulders and covered by moist green moss, most of which was hidden by the tropical trees that grew in front of it. Cutting through the middle of the cliff was a shimmering blue waterfall that spilled over its lip and cascaded into a small pool below.  
>"You're it!" called a young voice, belonging to one of the many children that surrounded the water fall.<br>Squeals of delight followed as the small group of children dispersed, scrambling over the slippery rocks and splashing into the cool pool of water.  
>Halsey felt a sudden stab guilt, was she really going to deny one of these children a happy future? She banished the thoughts from her head, brushing aside a strand of her blond hair and wishing it was shorter.<br>She glanced down at the data pad and appraised the profile that lit up its screen. An eight year old, male face stared back at her, it's short blonde hair and bright blue eyes confined by the straight lines of its picture frame.  
>The face was smiling a toothy smile, showing plenty of white teeth and radiating happiness. Halsey felt another pang of guilt. She banished it again and instead focused in the words and numbers that detailed the child's abilities.<br>The Lieutenant sat in silence while Halsey read, wishing that he could run across the clearing and hurl himself into the pool like so many of the children were doing. He watched them with envy as they pushed each other into the water, dunked their friends heads and scrambled over the rocks.  
>"There he is!" the Lieutenant announced, loud enough to draw a startled glance from a nearby waitress and a poisonous one from Dr. Halsey.<br>Halsey lowered her data pad and searched the jumble of rocks by the waterfall for her subject. She spotted him, standing on the highest rock and overlooking the small group of kids scrambling around below wearing nothing but a pair of board shorts.  
>He yelled something and several of the children scrambled up the rocks towards him. Halsey held her breath, perhaps she wouldn't have to test him, perhaps he would prove himself.<br>He was tackled by another boy and pulled, laughing all the way, into the pool below. Halsey sighed, her cool breath washing over her hands and consulted the data pad once again.  
>"It says here that he can climb." she stated, sounding not the least bit impressed.<br>"That's right," the Lieutenant confirmed, nodding his head "kid's like a monkey, I've seen him scale that cliff face a dozen times this week alone."  
>"That cliff face?" Halsey asked with a hint of surprise in her voice "That must be a least ten meters high. How does he get back down?"<br>"Further down the wall there was a rock slide," the Lieutenant informed her "he just hops down it like a mountain goat."  
>Halsey considered her options, trying to find a suitable excuse for excluding the boy from her project.<br>"Show me," she ordered, her mind decided "set up the test."  
>"Already set ma'am," the Lieutenant replied, he had known she was coming and the sooner his job was done the sooner he could get out of the heat "I did it this morning, before the sun rose."<br>"Good job," Halsey murmured, pushing herself out of her seat and cursing the heat "I shouldn't be gone for long."  
>She crossed the clearing, her runners crushing several dry leaves and her civilian clothes doing little to shield her from the intense heat. She walked among the group of children who continued their games around her, paying no attention to the new comer.<br>"Halt!" cried Halsey's subject, he was standing on a rock to her left and had adopted a military posture "Who goes there!"  
>One of his friends made what he thought was an intimidating face at Halsey but was soon distracted as another child threw water at him.<br>"Oh no one important." Halsey chuckled, watching the children around her "My names Catherine, what's yours?"  
>The boy slouched and hopped down from the rock, which was two meters high. Halsey raised her eyebrows in surprise, if she had tried that she would have shattered her knees.<br>"My names Tie!" the boy proclaimed, puffing out his chest "And I'm the boss around here!"  
>"No you're not!" Cried a group of children who were perched on the rocks above.<br>They dumped a bucket of water down on top of Tie's head and he squealed with laughter, hopping out of the way just in time.  
>"Heads!" Halsey said, using a term she had heard from other children, as she threw a small bean bag at Tie's head.<br>Tie's head whipped around at Halsey's signal. His eyes flickered in fright as he saw the fast approaching bean bag and his hand blurred upwards, snatching the projectile out of the air barely a second before it hit him.  
>"Good reflexes." Halsey thought, mentally ticking off one of her requirements.<br>"What'd you do that for?!" Tie asked, lowering his hand and accusing her with his eyes.  
>"Sorry, I don't know what came over me." Halsey apologised, taking a step towards him in an effort to keep his attention, he was becoming distracted by the other children's games.<br>"I actually came here to ask for a favour." she continued.  
>"What sort of favour?" Tie asked, his eight year old features suddenly became cautious, his mother had always warned him to be wary of strangers.<br>"I left my purse up there," Halsey said, indicating towards the top of the pile of rocks "I was hoping you could get it for me."  
>"How did it get up there?" Tie questioned, suspicious of the doctor.<br>"I was rock climbing," she replied "but I hurt my foot, can you get it for me?"  
>"Sure!" The child agreed, buying the lie "Watch this!"<br>Tie tuners on the spot and set off towards the cliff face at a sprint and what happened next made Halsey's eyes widen in surprise.  
>Tie jumped, his foot pushing off of a rock in midair, and propelled himself onto the top of a nearby rock. That was three meters high. He continued to run, skipping over pools of water and hopping across uneven surfaces.<br>Tie reached the base of the cliff in ten seconds and ran up it, his bare feet finding plenty of purchase on the rough surface. He set his hands to work now, grasping and grabbing, hauling himself up the rock face, propelled by his legs until he was at the top.  
>Halsey breathed out, the whole exercise had lasted about two minutes. She watched, her breath held as the child hunted up and down the lip of the cliff. His had shot into a bush and returned, a small purse clenched within it.<br>"Damn it." Halsey breathed, as Tie set off towards the rock slide.  
>She returned to the lieutenant, his face was reflecting the suns rays like a mirror now and sat down next to him.<br>"The test was a success." She said, her face grim and her tone simple.  
>The lieutenant shifted in his seat, not sure what to say.<br>"You know," he ventured, breaking the awkward silence "we don't have to choose him, we could always pick another-"  
>"No," she broke in "it has to be him. Signal the capture squads. We do it tonight."<p> 


	2. Chapter 2

**Chapter 2**

**Date: August 13th, 2552  
>Time: 26:00 hours<br>Planet: Reach  
>Location: ONI Tower Base<br>Mission: Regroup and assess situation**

_Boom!_  
>The ratatat of gunfire filled the steel corridor, soon accompanied by the sounds of grunts and falling bodies, sizzling blood and agonised screams.<br>Tie pushed himself onto his knees, his vision swimming and his ears ringing. Plasma bolts streamed past him and a few struck his shields, throwing him backwards.  
>He stumbled to his feet as more bolts sped through the jagged, gaping hole in the wall. They missed him by inches, splattering against the rear wall. Tie blinked and shook his head, his senses clearing and becoming sharp with the action.<br>He looked up and something slammed into his side. He was thrown down the corridor by the impact and came to a skidding rest against the body of an elite.  
>Boom!<br>A massive plasma shell, fired from the wraith outside the building, slammed into the spot where Tie had been standing not a second earlier. A wave of heat rolled over Tie but it didn't bother him, he was an Arcadian and if there was one thing Arcadian's loved it was the heat.  
>He rolled to his feet, unsheathing his magnum as he went. He pulled the trigger twice and sent two bullets whizzing towards the elite that was making its way through the hole.<br>They struck it in the chest and the blue alien scrambled back the way it had come, its shield flaring with the impacts.  
>"Twenty-seven!" Kora yelled, using Tie's nickname "Lets Move!"<br>Spurred into action, Tie spun on his heel and sprinted down the corridor, the floor shaking as the Wraiths continued their deadly bombardment.  
>He caught up to Kora and Ben, the man that had saved him only moments earlier and they joined him in his mad dash down the corridor. Three suits of Mjolnir armour blurred down the corridor, vaulting dead bodies and collapsed walls, their footsteps accompanied by the boom, boom, boom of landing plasma shells.<br>The screams of the dying chased them down corridor as marines were cut down by deadly plasma and lethal weaponry. Somewhere in the dark, damaged compound an Elite roared in victory.  
>"We've got company!" Ben announced, casting a gold-visored glimpse over his shoulder.<br>"Shit!" Tie swore, sending a heads up to Kora's HUD.  
>Five Elites had seemingly materialised out of thin air, they were clad in sleek white armour and each one carried both a plasma sword and a plasma rifle. Spec Ops elites. And they had the Spartan's scent.<br>Blue bolts of death screamed past the Spartan's ears, close enough that the fizzing of their plasma could be heard.  
>"Double time it Spartans!" Kora yelled, firing a blind shot over her shoulder.<br>Tie and Ben increased their speed to a pace that would have made Kelly proud, neither of them daring to take their eyes off of the ground for fear of tripping and falling.  
>"Where are we going?!" Tie asked, his breathing heavy.<br>Up until now Tie had simply been running with no direction, his only goal to avoid the enemy and stay alive. Which, seeing as how the entire complex had been compromised, was not an easy task.  
>"Supply room!" Ben replied, his voice emanating from Tie's helmet speakers "Just down the end of this corridor."<br>Tie sighted the door to the room and made a beeline straight for it, the cheers and grunts of the pursuing Elites close behind him.  
>The Spartans crashed through the door, skidding to individual stops. Ben raced to one of the lockers that lined the wall while Tie and Kora whirled to face the door, magnums at the ready.<br>The elites were fast approaching, their plasma swords throwing up sparks in their wake. Tie fired off three shots, scoring three hits and no fatalities and rushed to the door. He grasped the edge of the door amid a hail of plasma and slammed it shut, the bolts sizzling against its reinforced metal surface.  
>He rammed his shoulder into the door, bracing against the inevitable barge from the Elites. Which never came.<br>Whizz click!  
>"What the hell?" Tie muttered, before realisation struck "Son of a -"<br>He leaped away from the door just as it exploded in a storm of plasma and molten steel. His chest hit the ground hard, though his breath remained in his body. An Elite appeared in the doorway, its mouth open in a roar that was cut short as Ben dumped a locker on its head.  
>The Elite fell to the floor and Ben allowed the bloodied locker to fall upon its smashed head, blocking the vacant doorway and giving them some cover.<br>Tie scrambled to his feet and stacked up on the right side of the doorway with Ben mirroring him on the left while Kora set to work on one of the wall bound locker doors. Tie peeked around the shattered frame and sighted the remaining four Elites spread out around the corridor.  
>"I've got three rounds left," Tie breathed, nodding towards Ben and Kora "how are you guys doing?"<br>"Bone dry." Ben replied, tapping his magnum with a knuckle.  
>"Likewise," Kora replied, sheathing her empty magnum "I've got a few rifles over here, but its going to take some time. Lock's a stubborn bastard."<br>"I guess it's back to basics then." Tie smiled under his helmet, unsheathing his combat knife with his free hand.


	3. Chapter 3

**Chapter 3**

**Date: August 13th, 2552**

**Time: 26:30 hours**

**Planet: Reach**

**Location: ONI Tower Base**

**Mission: Eradicate human resistance**

Scattered gunfire mixed with the electronic sizzling of plasma bolts as Voro Chonchiyo, the Elite General commanding Dagger Company, strode into the centre of Tower Base's main courtyard.

Dagger company's number one squad, Dagger-two, had claimed the courtyard several hours earlier and had laid waste to the humans defending it. The filth's corpses were scattered about the area, draped over railings and slumped against walls, all of them surrounded by blood and burnt metal.

Voro approached the courtyards centre as Dagger company hustled and bustled around him, fortifying the circular area in case the humans decided to make a desperate, last minute counter attack.

"Brother!" Called Rha, a purple clad Zealot whom was kin to Choro "This way, we've fortified our position and the Prophet's Eye is ready for use."

The Prophet's Eye was a large, rectangular table with a holographic surface display. It was currently standing on the courtyards raised, central platform which in the past had been home to green foliage, but was now empty, blackened and flat.

"Good," Voro rumbled, patting his brother's large shoulder "press the attack and send Dagger-one and Dagger-four to outflank the survivors."

He stepped up to the Prophet's Eye and tapped its surface as Rha began issuing orders into his radio. The tables surface flared into life, illuminating the darkness around them and projecting blue, three dimensional representations of the battlefield.

Scattered across the mini battlefield's surface were icons representing various pieces of intelligence. Purple icons represented the brave warriors of Dagger company and by tapping on them Voro could monitor their health status, conditions and equipment capacity. Red icons however represented the last known positions of enemy warriors.

"The orders are given brother, it won't be long now until we have eradicated the humans." Rha said, as Voro frowned at the table's display.

He tapped a purple icon with his own purple finger, and Dagger-two's information appeared in an isolate screen.

"What is it brother?" Rha asked, craning to see over his brothers shoulder.

"Dagger-two," Voro began, as he scanned through the data that presented itself "they're low on ammo, their pulses are elevated... One of them is dead."

"WHAT?!" Rha exclaimed, leaning in for confirmation "How could that be?"

The Elites of Dagger-two were the best that Dagger company had to offer, and the thought that one of them had been killed was a truly worrying through for Rha.

"Who did it?!" He raged, clenching his fists "How did it happen?!"

"I don't know," Voro responded, dismissing the data "but we have lost more then one warrior tonight, and we will lose more before the night is over."

Rha relaxed slightly, realising that his brother was right. Becoming angry over one death was foolish Whe so many others had lost their loves as well.

"What would you have of me then?" He asked, bowing his head.

"Secure the human's armoury in the east, take Dagger-nine with you." Voro ordered, turning back to the Prophet's Eye.

"What?!" Rha shouted, his voice flaring with anger "There is no honour in that! There aren't even any humans in that area!"

"Enough!" Voro ordered, with steel in his voice "Only patience, determination and vigilance will see our enemy defeated. Not honour. Now follow your orders!"

Rha turned on his heel and left without another word. Deep down he knew his brother was right, he was one of the best strategists the Covenant had to offer after all. But sometimes he couldn't help but think that maybe his brother had a little too much admiration for their enemy.

"He knows what he's doing." Rha said, reassuring himself as he moved off to recruit Dagger-nine.

"Here they come!" Tie called out, alerting Ben and Kora to the impending Spec Op Elites.

The split mouth aliens had run out of ammo several seconds earlier and were now charging towards the Spartans, the tips of their plasma swords sparking as they were dragged along the floor.

"How are those rifles coming along?" Ben asked, rolling his shoulders.

"Son of a bitch and her whore mother!" Kora yelled, punching the thick metal cages, yet failing to open them.

"That means bad." Tie chuckled, as the elite's footsteps grew closer.

"All right boys," Kora said, joining them by the door "looks like were on our own again.

An elite came barreling through the door with a yell and yelped as Tie hit it square in the throat. The young Arcadian dragged the gasping alien through the door and slammed it into a corner as one of its squad mates came through after it. Only to be met by Ben's heavy set figure.

Ben swayed out of the way it's plasma sword as Tie liberated the first elite of both it's sword and it's life. Tie tossed the sword to Kora who caught it and went to meet the final two elites who were trying to push past each other into the room.

She parried their attacks in a hail of plasma and sparks as Ben impaled the second elite. He shoved the dead alien aside and went to help Kora, though by the time he got there Kora had already finished them both.

"Ummm, wow." Ben said, appeasing her handiwork.

"What?" She asked, spreading her hands slightly.

In the background Tie was busy slicing through the locks holding their weapons.

"Nothing," Ben replied, backing away.

"Here we go." Tie exclaimed, removing three battle rifles and a matching number of pistols.

He also pulled a few small grenades from the locker, three fragmentation grenades and one flash bang. He passed one of each weapon to his squad mates and placed his own pistol on his hip.

"We've got one spare mag each and no grenades." Tie said, informing them of the situation.

"So what's the plan?" Ben asked, pointing his loaded rifle down the corridor.

"Head for the armoury," Kora replied, loading her own weapons and stowing her pistol on her hip "load up on ammo and ordinance and then make a break for New Alexandria and carry out our mission."

Their mission, which had been assigned to them several hours before the covenant had attacked Tower base, was to retrieve the data stored within New Alexandria's digital library beneath the city.

"You sure we can make that?" Tie asked, stacking up on the door's left side "it's at least three days away by air, seven by land."

"Yeah," Ben said, adding his knowledge to the argument "and if the reports from the top are true then Reach is gonna fall any day now."

"CivilIan evac is scheduled to begin in five days," Kora continued "we get there in six, grab the data and then hitch a ride off this planet on one of evac birds."

"Six days is cutting it close." Tie warned.

"Better then getting glassed." Ben argued.

"Fair point." Tie agreed.

"Cut the chatter ladies," Kora said, as Ben straightened up "Tie you've got point, I'll bring up the rear. Get us a path to the armoury and do not engage unless it is absolutely necessary."

"Not a problem." Tie said, disappearing off down the corridor.

Ben and Korea waited fifteen seconds before following suite.

"What about survivors?" Ben asked, as they moved through the deserted base, following Tie's beacon.

"No time," Kora replied, sweeping every room and checking every corner with the muzzle of her gun "they'll just slow us down. I know it sucks, but anyone who hasn't already left this base is a dead man walking, it's only a matter of time before the Covenant get them."

"Huh," Ben grunted "glad we're Spartans then."

Tie moved through the deserted base swiftly and silently, the echoing booms of far off plasma shells silencing his own quiet footsteps. It was a ten minute jog to the armoury from where they were and Tie was determined to make sure that it was an uneventful journey.

He ghosted through a few rooms and came to a reinforced door covered on scorch marks. On the other side Tie knew there was a balustrade covered bridge leading to the east wing where the armoury was located.

He aimed his rifle at the door and hit the open button. The doors slid open, revealing the bridge and it's dead occupants, it's floor slicked with their blood. The bridge was chocked with bodies, their faces frozen in twisted anguish and terror.

Tie picked his way through the mess of burnt flesh and boiled blood, staying as close to the balustrades as he could so that he wouldn't be seen by anyone below. He needn't have bothered though as the night was dark and the shadows in the sheltered bridge were even darker.

A sign on the other side indicated that the armoury was nearby and Tie pushed on, through another door and into the east wing.

A stark contrast from Tie's previous, relatively clean location, the east wing was littered with the corpses of both humans and Grunts. Fluorescent blue blood was splattered across the various room's floors and walls, mixing with the dark, red blood of the dead defenders.

_Clang! Whot whot whot!_

Tie ducked back behind a wall as the elite's call rang out through the corridor.

"Hey heads up," he said, speaking into his radio and dropping a marker at his location "we got elites, possibly just one but I wouldn't count on it."

"Roger that," Kora replied "we'll be there in thirty seconds, ready for a fight but do not engage until we arrive."

"Got it," Tie said, checking that his rifle was properly loaded "see you in thirty."

"Quiet!" Rha commanded, swatting the back of Nihai's head "Or do you want our prey to know we're here?"

"The humans are gone!" Nihai replied, turning to face Rha "Our brothers have seen to that."

"Rha believes they may try and make a break for the armoury," Rha said, facing off against Nihai "that means that we-"

"We what?" Nihai cut in, glaring at Rha "You follow your brothers orders to closesly, he thinks to highly of this filth, perhaps he even admires them?"

"That is enough." Rha growled, trying to mimic his brother's steely tone.

It was no secret that Nihai wanted Voro's positions. He had been vying for it for years, ever since he had been assigned to Dagger company and this was not the first time that he and Rha had come into conflict.

"I think," Nihai continued, ignoring Rha as the rest of Dagger nine watched "that his infection has spread to you. I think, that you are a human lover just like your brother-"

"RAARGH!" Rha bellowed, launching himself towards Nihai.

_Bang!_

Rha's vision flashed white and his ears rang as he crashed into Nihai. The flash bang had blinded the whole squad and Nihai and Rha had gone crashing to the ground. Rha scrambled to his feet, closely followed by Nihai. Their ears were ringing and htheir vision swam before them

Rha pulled his plasma rifle clumsily from his hip and before he knew it the green coloured demons came barreling into them.


	4. Chapter 4

**Chapter 4**

**Date:** **August 1****4****th, 2552  
>Time: <strong>**01:10**** hours  
>Planet: Reach<br>Location: ONI Tower Base  
>Mission: <strong>**Reach the Armoury and escape Tower Base**

The three Elites that Tie had stunned with his flashbang yelled in panic as the Spartans crashed into them.

Tie latched onto the closest Elite, a purple zealot, and began raining blows down upon the alien, eliciting growls of pain from its split mouth. But it wasn't to last. The zealot twisted out from under Tie and came up swinging.

Tie swayed backwards and the Elite's giant fist swung through the space where his head had been not a second ago. The second punch however, caught Tie full in the stomach, doubling him over and sending him backwards into a wall. The zealot roared a battle cry as the plasma blades on its wrists flared to life and charged towards Tie.

Past the Elite's menacing form Tie could see that Ben and Kora were still wrestling with their own enemies, though it was obvious who was winning.

Kora spun out of the way of the blue Elite whom was trying to impale her on a plasma sword, and sent a devastating sidekick crashing into its left knee. A sickening crunch sounded throughout the room as the Elite roared in pain and fury, only to be silenced when Kora twisted its neck savagely to the side.

Ben on the other hand had taken a more direct approach. As his Elite came charging towards him he grabbed its wrist and, using its own momentum against it, sent it crashing into the wall behind him. Then he simply pinned it in place and began punching its head until the life left its body.

"Why do I always get the hard ones?" Tie grumbled, as the zealot charged towards him.

Tie dodged several swings of the Zealot's plasma blades, twisting and turning to avoid the white hot blades, and sent a fist darting out towards the Zealot's head. The Zealot jumped backwards, avoiding the strike, and then yelped in surprise as Ben's arms rapped around its midsection.

"Ugh!" Ben grunted, as the Zealot whipped its elbow back into his face.

Sean released his grip and stumbled away whilst Tie took his chance and charged the Zealot from behind. The alien must have heard him coming though because it dived to the side just in time, rolled and came up facing three angry, annoyed Spartans.

"Never known an Elite to get the best of you Tie." Ben teased, as they stood down the final alien warrior.

"Hey," Tie replied, his hand creeping towards his holstered pistol "I just got thrown against a wall, you're the one who copped an elbow to the face."

"Shut it! Both of you!" Kora ordered, as Ben let out a chuckle.

A second of tense silence dragged by as both parties waited for the other to make a move. And then all of a sudden it was over. The Elite let out a roar and three pistols began to bark, sending lead bullets whizz ing towards the alien's chest and head.

The Zealot dived backwards, through a door and closed it behind it. Tie charged over to the pad on the wall beside and began frantically pushing buttons.

"Dammit!" He yelled, punching the pad and breaking it "The damn thing sealed the door!"

"Then we have to move." Kora said, picking her rifle off of her back "Time to go loud. We get to that armoury and we get the hell out of here. Let's move!"

Voro studied the Prophet's Eye with a worried furrow to his brow. His brothers squad member's vitals had flatlined several minutes ago and Rha's had simply vanished from sight. He had already tried hailing his brother on comms but he hadn't picked up.

A full ten panic filled minutes later Rha came stumbling into the courtyard that served as Voro's HQ.

"Brother!" Voro exclaimed, relief evident in his voice "What happened to you?"

Rha's purple armour was dented and cracked in several places and his posture was stooped with pain. Rha held a hand up to stall Voro's questions, took a moment to catch his breath, and spoke.

"Demons." He gasped "Demons are here."

Voro spat out a curse and glanced back at the Prophet's eye.

"Nihai and Jaya?" Voro asked, though he already knew the answer.

"Dead." Rha confirmed.

Voro growled in anger and turned back to the Prophet's Eye. The death of Nihai was a mixed blessing. On one hand a serious thorn in his side was gone, on the other a good warrior was dead. And someone had to pay for that.

A rectangular blue box on the Eye's display signalled the location of the Armoury, the demons' likely destination. Regular soldiers wouldn't be able to stop the demons, they would need someone strong, fast and smart if they were to stand toe to toe with them. Voro took a moment to consider his options before speaking them aloud.

"Garrak!" Voro ordered, summoning a grizzled old warrior to his side.

Garrak' Montrakea was the former commander of Dagger company. A maroon clad Sangheli with many, many years of experience under his belt. He was a hulking figure with hundreds of battle scars covering his form and speed that defied his size.

"Sir," he growled, in a deep voice "what's the plan?"

"You and I are going to lead two squads towards the armoury and catch the demons by surprise in a pincer movement." Voro replied, as Grunts brought weapons and ammunition over to them "Pick your men, Rha, until we return you have command."

"Of course brother." Rha said, waking over to the Prophet's Eye "I will make you proud."

"Be better if you made us win." Garrak grunted, grinning as he checked his weapons "Don't let pride and honour cloud your judgment, that craps useless if you're dead."

"Of... Course." Rha replied, uncertain.

When it came to things like tradition and honour Garrak was even worse then Rha's brother. He told superiors what he thought, questioned orders and had a total disregard for Sangheli customs.

Rha shook his head, wondering how in the hell Garrak had ever managed to become at one point in time Dagger company's leader.

The doors to the armoury, which were in fact bus sized slabs of steel, were covered in scorch marks and dried blood. A plasma shell from what Tie presumed to be a Wraith had melted away a good portion of the doors and the smell of burnt steel and flesh hung in the air.

The doors were accessible via a large courtyard which at one point in time had been bright, decorated and maintained, yet was now desolate and destroyed. Charred bones and chunks of flesh littered the ground leading to the Armoury.

"Rest easy boys." Ben muttered, stepping over corpses.

"They will when we win this war." Kora replied grimly.

Kora and Ben took up positions just outside the mangled doors, scanning the courtyard with their rifles as Tie entered the Armoury. A tense few moments passed before he reemerged.

"Looks like we're good." Tie announced "There are a few Warthogs in there that look good... Couple of bodies too."

"Good," Kora said, referring to the Warthogs "Ben and I will do a sweep for good measure, you pick us out a ride."

"Something with flames?" Ben asked, smiling as he and Kora ventured into the Armoury.

The interior of the Armoury was cluttered with wrecked vehicles and debris, creating a forest of twisted metal between the Spartans and the working vehicles at the back of the armoury.

The Armoury itself was more akin to a hanger, with a high, concave ceiling and an unsteady looking walkway running along its upper level. Towards the rear of the Armoury were four raised platforms, two of which contained Scorpion class tanks that had never been taken for a maiden voyage. And resting on the last two pads were Warthogs.

Ben, Kora and Tie picked their way cautiously through the metal forest, guns ready and eyes and ears alert. Thirty seconds later they were through.

"Get one of those ready." Kora ordered, gesturing towards the Warthogs with her rifle.

"Which one?" Ben asked, walking over to the vehicles and holsters his rifle "Gauss or chaingun?"

"Gauss," Kora replied, aiming her rifle back down the way they had come "Covenant may try to run us down on our way out."

"On it." Ben said, kneeling down beside the closest Warthog's wheels.

The Gauss Hog had been secured to the raised platform by a series of wheel locks, each one anchoring one of the four wheels to the ground. Ben began fiddling with the locks on each one, removing pins and throwing latches open in an attempt to unlock the heavy duty wheel locks.

_Clang!_

The sound of falling metal rang out across the hanger, piercing the heavy silence that hung across the room. In under a second three M8A2 assault rifles were pointed towards the source of the sound. 

"Tie," kora grunted, keeping her voice low "you're up."

Tie nodded his assent and began to stealthily approach the source of the sound. To get to it he had to take the stairs up to the catwalk that covered the Armoury's upper level. The catwalk itself was cluttered with metallic debris and chunks of roof that had fallen in.

Despite his size and the armour he was wearing, Tie managed to make very little noise, reaching the top of the catwalk without incident. Once there he quickly located the cause of the noise.

A small, rectangular piece of metal, that looked like it had once belong in a car engine, had slid off of a larger piece of debris.

"Got it," Tie called out, scooping up the offending piece "just a carburettor... Or something like that."

"Okay, we're clear then?" Kora asked, not putting her rifle away.

"Yeah, just-" Tie broke off as a shiver crept down his back.

An easy feeling washed over him as he turned on the spot, scanning the walkways for movement.

"First lock is done!" Ben called out, only to be hushed by Kora.

"What is it Tie?" She asked, growing nervous.

"I don't know." Tie replied.

He looked back along his own walkway, paying special attention to the floor. The entire walkway was littered with bits of debris, metal shavings and dust. All except one spot, right next to the stairs where the ground was devoid of all of those things.

Tie had seen horror movies before and so had the good sense to avoid walking up to the anomaly. Instead he levelled his rifle at the spot, dropping the engine piece in the process. He sent a heads up to Kora and Ben's HUD, and they sent back their acknowledgement, appearing as small green flashes in his own HUD.

Tie slowed his breathing, narrowed his eyes and pulled the trigger.

_Blam blam blam!_

Tie's shots went wide as a huge, three-fingered hand grabbed him from behind, pulling him backwards and throwing him against the catwalk's rails. An inhuman battle cry rang out across the Armoury as Elites fizzled into existence throughout the forest of wreckage.

Ben and Kora's response was swift, immediate and brutal. More shots rang out across the Armoury as their rifles barked fire and death. Two Elites were caught in the open, their shields flaring as they dove for cover. One was lucky and made it, the other wasn't.

Tie turned his attention back to the Maroon clad Elite whom had thrown his aim wide. The thing was a hulking beast of an Elite, at least a head taller then most. And it was coming right at him.

Tie ducked down and slid to the side as the warrior came towards him, hoping to slip around behind it and get the upper hand. But the Elite was experienced and as Tie move, it growled and turned to face him, keeping him front of it the whole time.

"_At least it's cornered now._" Tie thought, smiling beneath his helmet.

That smile disappeared when he realised that there was another Elite behind him. He threw a quick glance over his shoulder and was horrified to see the patch of air above the clean part of the walkway shimmer and give way to yet another, even meaner looking Elite.

"I know I like challenges but this is just ridiculous." Tie said aloud.

One of the Elites roared and Tie grinned, his horror turning into determination as the Elites charged him.


	5. Chapter 5

This story is being rebooted as Halo: A Tale Of Monsters, as I was unhappy with Arcadian Spartan's characters and I had spent too much time away from it. Thank you for reading and following it and please head over to the new version if you wish to continue following the series.


End file.
